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\e LESLIE-JUDGE CO, 
A SPRING CHICKEN 
By James Montgomery Fiagg 
Double Mounted on Heavy White Mat, 11 x 14 


Twenty-five Cents 


In Color, 9 x 12. 





Has All Year-round Beauty 


A Spring Chicken 


She’s the Main Spring at the Summer Beach. You’d fall for her your- 
self in the winter. Just figure it out in your own mind—ared bathing 
cap, dark blue and white bathing suit, peaches and cream complex- 
ion, black eyes and hair—well, taken all in all, she’s a very at- 
tractive piece of femininity. Do you think you’d take a second look 
if you met her on the beach? You no doubt would. Here’s a chance 


for you. 
For 25 Cents 


We will send you this picture in full color, mounted for framing— just 
the thing for your living room or den. If you send your order at 
once, we will fill it the same day. If you delay sending for a copy, 
you may be disappointed. Order NOW before you forget it. 


The Judge Art Print Catalog, containing 62 reproductions in miniature, beautifully 
printed in Sepia on India tint paper, will be sent to you for loc, It shows many pictures 
which will appeal to you. 


The Attached Coupon is For Your Convenience. 
Enclose Stamps, Money Order or Currency. 


Leslie-Judge Co., 225 Fifth Ave., New York 


LESLIE-JUDGE CO., 225 Fifth Avenue, New York. 
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Enclosed find ate j for which please send me 7 Spring Chicken. 


Address 





Spring Chicken and Catalog. | 
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“GARDEN HOSE” 


IS THE TITLE OF JUDGE'S NEXT COVER 
A FITTING AND INTIMATE SUBJECT 


DON'T MISS IT 











In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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A Summer Capital ? 


OW COMES Franklin Knight Lane, 
Secretary of the Interior, with a 
suggestion worthy of note. At the annual 
j conference of the House 
of Governors, at Colorado 
“a Springs, the other day, 
\es Mr. Lane complained 
a7 that the heat at Wash- 
ington was fatal to ener- 
gy and recommended the 
establishing of a sum- 
mer capital somewhere 
in the West, to decrease ‘‘governmental 
inefficiency’’ at the fixed capital. 

If Mr. Lane’s theory is correct, those 
members of the Cabinet that seem to 
have remained in and about Washington 
during the summer may not have achieved 
much in line with their duties. They 
might just as well have been companions 
of Mr. Lane in the Glacier National Park 
and other Western regions, where, as 
photographs of his activities will show, 
he has been enjoying life in the open. 

The Hon. Josephus Daniels, Secretary 
of the Navy, has not been troubled too 
much during the heated term by the at- 
mosphere furnished by the Weather Bu- 
reau. His activities, of course, have 
related to the navy, but he has cruised on 
the bounding deep now and then on gov- 
ernment ships, and one on the bounding 
deep does not mop his brow and vituper- 
ate the thermometer. 

The Hon. William Jennings Bryan 
would probably object to a summer cap- 
ital in the West, at least to one as re- 
mote as that which Secretary Lane might 
favor, as it would be too far removed 
from the more populous Chautauquas. 
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These modern centers of oratory mean 
something more than summer heat to Mr. 
Bryan. 

President Wilson himself, although he 
has disclosed no lack of energy along 
some lines less activity in which would 
have commended him to business, which 
for quite a period has seemed moribund, 
has found refreshment in the bracing air 
of New Hampshire from time to time, 
and is probably willing to let the capital 
remain in Washington the year round. 

Persons not in office—and there are 
quite a number of them—may be of the 
opinion that the most serious objections 
to Washington are those which an occa- 
sional election alone can remedy. 


Promoters of Joy 


THE PHILOSOPHER who declared he 

would not care who made the laws 
of a nation if he could make its songs 
might not have been able to make songs, 
but he knew the essence of things. 

Any other philosopher might express 
as sane an ambition if he should say he 
did not care who might make the things 
that go into the practical side of life if 
he could entertain with jest and amusing 
verse. 

The men and women who make their 
fellows merry, or qualify unhappiness by 
inspiring intervals of good nature, or 
solace any form of weariness with matter 
for laughter are among the benefactors 
of mankind. 

Humorists multiply, and their work 
continuously and increasingly adds to the 
joy of life. That they are appreciated 
everywhere is shown by the difficulty the 
American Press Humorists find each year 
in deciding upon a place for meeting. 
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Cities vie with one another to secure the 
presence of this body for a brief space, 
and the city that is fortunate enough to 
win’ that honor invari- 
ably enters upon a 
scheme of _ entertain- 
ment that would not be 
undertaken for crowned 
heads or any other as- 
sembly under the sun. 

Peoria has just enter- 
tained the American 
Press Humorists, and 
well it impressed itself 
upon them. Cleveland 
will entertain them next year and has al- 
ready started to formulate a program that 
will test its resources for hospitality and 
sociability. Other cities wished to extend 
a hand of welcome to the humorists, and 
though disappointed this time will be all 
the happier when they finally greet them. 

Attention and respect that mere money 
or exalted position in other fields cannot 
command are gladly tendered to the hu- 
morists, whose several localities rejoice 
in and are proud of them, while together 
they entertain the world. The success- 
ful politician satisfies his ambition and 
sometimes illegitimately increases his 
pecuniary reward, but his sphere is lim- 
ited and his note is usually ephemeral. 
The creator of great enterprises gets his 
pay in money, and that ends it. Success- 
ful men in other fields have their com- 
pensations, which usually are reducible 
to dollars and cents. But the humorist, 
never a capitalist, is compensated by 
public esteem. Everybody honors him 
because he makes the multitude happier, 
and he deserves and repays all that @ 
grateful public can bestow. 
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HER BIRTHDAY 


Which shall it be—what he can afford, or what she expects? 


the evening press. There was a va- 





E WANTED a ticket to Nyack, 
but was unable to purchase it, 
because the woman in front of him 
had three bags, through which she 


A Fifty-cent Orchestra 


By JANE VIVIAN 


cant seat beside the Beauty, but, 
having done her a slight service, it 
would have been commonplace to sit 
| . beside her. So he lounged near the 





was dredging to find her purse. To 
kill time, he was beating out Lohen- 
grin’s Wedding March on the brass rail with a fifty-cent piece. 
It was not an orchestration over which Toscanini would have 
enthused, and some one behind him laughed. As he turned 
to see who had dared be merry at his expense, he faced the 
prettiest girl he had ever seen; but the curt voice of the ticket 
seller cut short his view of her. 

‘*Where do I want to go—where do I?’’ he thought, wonder- 
ing where the Beauty was bound. ‘‘Oh, yes, Nyack—of course.’’ 

“Ten cents more, please.’’ 

While the man was handing out ‘‘ten cents more,’’ he heard 
the girl ask for a ticket to Nyack. Somehow this pleased him 
very much. 

As he walked down the platform, some one was following, 
and he thought, in the natural course of events, that it must be 
the Beauty. When he reached the Nyack car, he waited to let 
her enter first. But it was not she! It was the woman with 
the three bags. 

‘*All—aboard—all—aboard—all—aboard !’’ 

There was a soft panting behind him. On a hit-and-run 
signal the girl had arrived, without her breath, but with her 
radiant charm. The conductor had removed the stepping stone 
"twixt car and platform, and the girl could not negotiate the 
distance. She looked at the man helplessly, and he responded 
80 quickly that she was headed for Nyack before he got his 
balance again; but he made a ‘‘Red’’ Murray catch of that 
train which should have been good for considerable space in 


door. 

He could see that she carried two scores side by side. One 
was that of Tristan and Isolde, and the other that of the New 
York-Pittsburgh baseball game. Horrors! From Isolde’s 
trysting place to the New York-Pittsburgh baseball field was 
quite a distance, temperamentally as well as geographically ! 

*“*Nyack, Nyack!’’ shrieked the brakeman. 

The girl being directly behind him, he waited to help her 
off the train, but was ruthlessly pushed aside by two kids, who 
were equipped with a baseball outfit and a meager quantity of 
clothes. What there was of the latter showed that the children 
must have come directly from their valets, as their suits were 
a spotless white. One large spot, however, would have oblit- 
erated both suits. 

They greeted the Beauty with an untamed joy which made 
the man shudder. He would have liked to give those kids a 
lesson in the art of greeting ladies! Such an over-affectionate 
welcome was ill-bred. 

**Will you take us to the game this afternoon?’’ asked one 
of the children, in a shrill, far-reaching voice, dancing with 
glee, as he watched the chauffeur try to pick pebbles out of 
the horn of their motor car. 

‘Boys, did you put those stones in there?’’ asked the 
Beauty. 

**Yep, we did—while John was a-talkin’ to a gury!!’’ 

John was angry. Picking pebbles out of motor horns was 
not his favorite pastime. He looked up at the older boy with 








considerable scorn. ‘‘The ‘guryl’ I talked to must have 
been a peach! There are about two hours’ worth of stones 
in this horn!’’ 

The Beauty looked at John and 
smiled sympathetically. The only time 
he really enjoyed life was while the 
| children slept. 

**Will—you—go—to—the — game— 
| with—us—this afternoon !”’ they yelled 
in unison. 

**Yes, my dear boys, I’ll go, if you will stop swinging 
those bats. You nearly hit me in the head!’’ 

“If I did, it wouldn’t hurt any, ’cause they didn’t cost 
but fifty cents. Dad would only give us half a dollar. 
He says there are enough bats in our garage to build a log 
cabin with—Look out there!’’ 

The warning was addressed to the man, idly waiting for 
his friends, and, truth to tell, not caring much how tardy 












**We’ll be awful good!”’ < 











they might be. The projectile missed him by an inch and 
shot through the door of the station, from which place he 
rescued the bat and handed it to the girl. 

He was some time disentangling his eyes from her smile, 
and might have been longer, only that in the general excite- 
ment the score of the New York-Pittsburgh game had blown 
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THE 
ETERNAL 
FEMININE 


IS THERE QUIET AND REST ABOVE? NO. THERE COMES AN AEROPLANE WITH OPEN CUT-OUT 


away, and one of the kids was trying to pick it out from under 
the foot of a horse. The man, the chauffeur and the girl all 
made a plunge for the boy at the same time, but he crawled 
under the horse and bobbed up on the other side, score in hand. 
This was the last straw. The girl nodded to the chauffeur, who 
left the motor horn to its fate and collected bats, mitts, masks 
and boys, and bundled them all into the car. As they whirled 
away, the Beauty looked at the man with an expression which 
seemed to say, ‘‘I have known them to act worse, but forget 
when!’’ 

It was thus the man got his cue as to the whereabouts of 
the Beauty during the afternoon. He decided to go to that 
sand-lot game, if it cost him the acquaintance of his life-long 
chums. Corner-lot baseball was nut a hobby of his, but the 
Beauty was. 

**You ought to be locked up!’’ exclaimed his friends. 

‘*I feel that way about it myself,’’ he replied nonchalantly. 

* * . . * * 


She was not there. 

After waiting through nine innings for her to make good 
her promise, he laughed. ‘‘What alot of trouble I am saved! 
I should have loved that girl if she had played fair with those 
kids, but she didn’t. That lets me out!”’ 

He sighed in a relieved sort of way. The chauffeur looked 
at him with the kindly expression one bestows on those men- 
tally feeble and drove him back to the house, where he met his 
more or less jeering friends with the news that he had been 
**scouting.’’ 

**Why, yes,”” he said. 
were right.”’ 

‘*What critics?’’ asked his host. 

‘‘Newspaper. They hit me hard. One of them said that 
I’d be a howling success financially if they sent me abroad as 
ambassador, but that I hadn’t brains enough to scout for a 
corner-lot baseball league. I certainly couldn’t find what I 
was scouting for this afternoon, and I guess those newspaper 
fellows were right!’’ 

They did not know what he meant, and so played the situa- 
tion safe by saying nothing and laughing guardedly. 

But the man was restless. ‘‘By Jove!’’ he said, looking at 
the clock. ‘‘The train I must catch leaves in twenty minutes. 
Hustle me down to the station, won’t you?’”’ 

‘‘Oh, no, we can’t possibly! Mr. and Mrs. Lake and all the 
little Lakes are coming up. The little Lakes are the two 
worst boys in town’’—— 


‘‘I was trying to see if those critics 

















WHAT'S 
Cyclist —How far is it to Grand City ? 

‘Do they carry a baseball kit?’’ he said lightly, trying to 
test the depths of his approaching bereavement. 

‘‘Indeed they do! They’re a most talented family! Lake 
sings, Mrs. Lake plays the organ, her sister 
out-Pavlowas Pavlowa’’—— 

‘*Hurry me to the train!’’ he said, ris- 
ing. ‘‘So much talent in one family jars 
me. I don’t wish to meet’’—— 

“Don’t wish to meet whom—me?”’ 
Extending her hand was the Beauty—the 
mother of those awful kids! His heart 
spun around like a top, but he rose to the 
occasion, and ice was not cooler than he. 

**So those lads are yours!’’ he said, laughing. 

‘‘Oh—no—far from it! They are my sister’s. She is Mrs. 
Lake. Here she is coming up the road. You are sure to like 
her, for she left the boys at home!’’ 

‘*Like her?’’ He could adore her, for was not she—she— 
the mother of those kids, and was not the Beauty free to fall 
before the tempest of his love? 


o * * * * * 





Two months later the lads who lured him to that sand-lot 
game escorted the Beauty up the aisle to meet him, while her 
sister played Lohengrin’s Wedding March. 


Indolent 


**Is Jones lazy?’’ 


‘*Lazy’s no name for it. Why, he’ll go into a revolv- 


ing door, and then wait for somebody to come in and turn 
it around.’’ 





IN A NAME? 


Cop—You 're in the center of that city now, and are under arrest for exceeding the speed limit up that hill. 





Frugality 

THE DAUGHTER of a Southern congressman had recently 
been a bridesmaid at the marriage of a college chum. 
On her return home she was telling the family, including the 
old colored mam- 
my, of the cere- 
mony. ‘‘And just 
think, Aunt Com- 
fort,’’ she fin- 
ished, ‘‘the bride 
wore the lace veil 
that had belonged 
to her great 

grandmother!’’ 
**Law, Miss Sid- 
ney, chile,’’ ex- 
claimed mammy, 
in tones of hor- 
ror, ‘‘that sholy 
am one saving 


? 


fambly! 


Reversed 

“Pa, is the 
speedometer on an 
auto to tell how 
fast it is going?”’ 

“No, son; to 
tell how slow it is 
going.”’ 





AFTER HIM 


Myra (as he offers a chair) —Oh, after you, Mr, 
Slowleigh 











Pros and Cons 


ONSIDER, ere you take a wife, 
The pros and cons of wedded life. 
Pro-tracted wedlock’s safe to show 
Vices con-tracted long 
ago— 
The pro-duct of the hon- 
eymoon 
Appears in con-duct, very 
soon. 
"Tis bliss pro-found to 
love, no doubt, 
But cares con-found when 
love’s burnt out. 
Pro-fessions maidens 
deem their due, 
But wives demand con-fessions too! 
Where maids the merest pro-test heed, 
A vigorous con-test wives oft need! 
The maid con-vokes the joys of life, 
The wife pro-vokes—this leads to strife. 
Hugs in pro-fusion maids allot, 
Con-fusion is the underplot! 
Yet doubtless wedlocks pro-duct should, 
All said and done, con-duce to good— 
In the pro-cession, if you’d take 
Your proper place, con-cessions make— 
The pro-vince of this humble verse 
Is to ccn-vince—things might be worse! 
—Geo. B. Morewood. 


Of Course He Did 


Charlie, aged six, asked at the soda- 
water counter for a cone of ice cream. 
The clerk, not catching his order, asked, 
**Do you want two cones?”’ 

**T want two,’’ said Charlie, ‘‘but I’ve 
only got one nickel.’’ 





No Feathers 


‘*Yet not a feather do I see.’’ 
**Correct!’’ he answered; ‘‘even so! 
But this is a picked nine, you know 





HAPPINESS IS MERELY A STATE OF MIND 


IN THE FRONT PARLOR 


**The umpire calls a foul,’’ said she, 
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AND OVER THE GARDEN WALL 


Curious Creatures 


«« AMONG the many men of many 
minds,’”’ a trifle mordaciously 
stated old Uncle Fogy, ‘‘so aptly in the 
copybooks of our youth likened to many 
birds of many kinds, I believe of the 
strange and curious creatures depicted on 
the long line of banners in front of the 
side-show of life, the quaintest specimen 
I ever had the pleasure of encountering 
was a gentleman who beat his wife every 
now and again because he was jealous of 
her admiration for the heroes on the 
moving-picture screens. Of course there 
are queer people who actually own up 
that they prefer a circus to a Chautau- 
qua, and here and there exists a rare 
man who, although he does not smoke, 
takes no pleasure in insulting you by the 
immaculate superiority with which he 
declines the cigar you proffer. And I 
once knew a vegetarian who named his 
curtailed dog ‘Expense,’ and a father 
who confessed that he seldom licked his 
son for the boy’s good, but because he 
himself had a mean dispositior.’’ 


A Moving Tale 
*‘I saw Jinks just now, and he seemed 
much put out.’’ 
‘*He is; his landlord is just after dis- 
possessing him!”’ 
The flower of the family has long ago 
turned to powder. 























The Newsy vs, Caesar 


AY, when J. Cesar was a kid 
And peddled papers in old Rome, 
I wonder what the poor stiff did 


To chase the onwees from 
his dome? 
That Forum must have 
been a shine, 
About as gay as sleepy 
time 
In some well-kept old 
ladies’ home! 
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7 There was no guys to chalk 
up scores 
Of Roman —. vs. Gauls. 
Those tin hats only posted wars 
Upon the Senate’s fireproof walls. 
But, say, that Col would made a peacher 
Of a Roman baseball bleacher, 
If they’d have kicked down half the 
walls! 


But I should worry and grow thin 

’Cause Cesar never screwed his eyes 
To any fence, or piped the din, 

Or heard the railbirds’ joyous cries, 
Or felt the grand-stand go dead still 
When some big leaguer muffed the pill! 

Watch me get past the ticket guys! 

—Ralph Bacon. 


What It Is Coming To 


“‘What do you think of our bridge 
club?’’ 

‘*You have some excellent material in 
it. How do you manage to secure such 
good players?’’ 

**We pattern after the baseball people 
and maintain efficient scouts.’’ 

The harvest moon is the season when 
the boarding-house farmer counts up the 
shekels he has produced from his guests. 


pendent woman. 





“SOLDIERS AND SAILORS, 


Honesty of Childhood 


LADY, out wheeling her two- 
months-old baby, met a 
neighbor’s boys, aged four and 
six years, and asked them if they 
wouldn’t like to see the baby. 

The little fellows, highly elated 
at the invitation, tipped their 
chins over the edge of the baby 
buggy, when the younger broke 
forth, 

‘Oh, isn’t he cute! He looks 
just like the little monkeys we saw 
up in the park!’’ 

‘‘No, Harold,’’ protested the 
older brother, nudging the little 
four-year-old. ‘‘He doesn’t look 
like a monkey. No, Harold, no, 
he doesn’t look like a monkey!’’ 

All the time he kept up a vi- 
cious nudging at little Harold, 
who, seeing a great light dawn, 
suddenly corrected his blunder by 
explaining, ‘‘Well, I just meant 
his face.’’ 


Next ! 


The wedding ends the romance, 
And there we close the book. 
Nor need we care; 
The next affair 
Is trouble with the cook. 


A Distinction 


Ruff—Hello, Fluff! I hear you 
married a woman with an inde- 
pendent fortune. 

Fluff (disconsolately)— No. I 
married a fortune with an inde- 
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THE SANDS OF TIME 











He Was “Doin’ Well” 


««}{OwW's your son Bill doin’ down thar 
in the city, Si?’’ asked Uncle Ab 
Tansy of Si Peevy, when they met on the 
bridge spanning Goose Creek, while one 
was going to and the other from the 
village. 
‘*He’s doin’ right well now, although 
he had considdable of a pull at first; but 
he’s the kind that is bound to make good 
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HER HEART 
IS IN THE 
RIGHT PLACE 
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First year or two he 
didn’t make out so well. Tuk him some 
time to sort o’ git his bearings. Then 
he kind o’ caught on, as the sayin’ is, an’ 
now, at the end o’ four years, he’s comin’ 
out on top. Had a letter from him last 
week, an’ he’s got a job at fo’teen dollars 
a week, with nothin’ to do but to stand 
on the platform o’ one o’ them ’lectric 
cars an’ turn the juice on an’ off when 
the conductor rings the bell. It’s one of 
these vestibooled cars, so 
he don’t feel the weather 
none, no matter how stormy 
it is. Don’t have to work 
but about twelve hours a 
day, if you kin call it work 
standin’ there turnin’ a 
crank-like thing an’ ridin’ 
free all day long. Tell you, 
Ab, young fellers don’t have 
to hustle for their money the 
' way we did in our young 
| | | days. But, then, Bill allus 


in the long run. 


was the lucky one. If thar 
was any soft snap around, 
he was sure to git it, by 
heck! Looks like he’s got 
. it now, with fo’teen dollars 
a week for standin’ on a plat- 
form, in a nice vestibool, 
an’ seein’ all the sights, 
with what you might say 
nothin’ to do. Some folks 
gits born in the right time 
o’ the moon, an’ Bill ap- 
pears to be one of ’em!”’ 
—M. M. 


One who makes good ex- 
cuses seldom makes good 
at anything else. 
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"Tis the Last Straw of Summer 
[With apologies to the shade of Tom Moore] 
"Ts the last straw of summer, 

On this lean head alone; 
All his grassy companions 
Are faded and gone. 


No hat of his kindred, 
No spring straw is nigh, 
To redeem his frayed splendor 
Where autumn winds sigh. 


I’ll not leave thee, thou lone one, 
To pine on the pate, 

Since the aged are sleeping, 
Go, share thou their fate! 


Thus kindly I scatter 
Thy straw from my head, 
Where thy mates of the hatrack 
Lie wilted and dead. 


So soon may I follow, 
Where chapeaux decay 

And in widening circles 
Their brims drop away. 


When stiff straws have vanished 
And soft ones have flown, 
Oh, who would inhabit 
This bleak head alone! 
—William H. Hayne. 


Looking Forward 


Greenboy—It seems to me the limit in 
amusements has been reached. 

Drydad— Oh, no! There’s always 
something new. 

Greenboy— Well, do you look forward 
to any notable novelty in the near future? 

Drydad—Sure! I expect sooner or 
later to enjoy W. J. Bryan as a yodeler. 


The bore is of two kinds—the mechan- 
ical, which bores the tunnel, and the 
other who bores you. 
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OW, DEAR,” said Milly to 





HANS FLATO 


SPRAIN as 
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Willy had remarked, ‘‘Bah Jove: 





Molly, ‘‘do you hike Willy, 
or is it Wally ?’’ 
“‘Gandidly, I haven’t decided. 


By J. A. 
If you have any preference, I shall y 


Dollars to Dumplings 


"“ALDRON 


You girls are jolly company!”’ 
Wally had indorsed the sentiment 
by repeatingit. Willy and Wally 
echoed each other. And on this 





not run counter to it. Which do 
you like?”* 

**To tell the truth, I can’t tell ’em apart. 
as two peas.’”’ 

“‘It’ll make no difference, 
us may bring to the point.’’ 

“No. And if we’re lucky enough to bring both to the 
point, there is nothing left but detail.’’ 

Milly and Molily were sisters and had set their minds on 
matrimony, Willy and Wally being the prospective victims. 
And the sisters thought it possible that Willy and Wally might 
happen around this very evening. Milly and Molly were 
motherless, but many young women who have mothers are wise 
to the superfluity of this domestic appendage. Their father 
was busy, believing that a man should make money as long as 
money is to be made. By virtue of an old family name, Milly 
and Molly had a definite social position, which was strength- 
ened at the moment by a well-bred efficiency in the tango and 
kindred dances. 

Aside from this, Milly and Molly had poses which were ef- 
fective. Milly, well grounded in music, had achieved virtuosity 
with one of Chopin’s sonatas, efficiency in which she main- 
tained, while otherwise she let music go by the board. She 
never responded to an encore, on the plea of temperament. 
Molly pretended to be literary. She could name the works of 
Barney Shaw and d’Annunzio, and on occasion could quote from 
Schopenhauer, though observing persona noted that her quota- 
tions were always the same. 

On the occasion of their latest call on Milly and Molly, 


They are as like 


then, which one of them one of 





ephemerality Milly and Molly had 
presumed to erect hope. 

Willy and Wally were twins. In this they embodied some- 
thing novel, though twins, prima facie, are no novelty, even in 
these days. Among the lower orders even triplets excite no 
great surprise, and few sets of them inspire permanent en- 
thusiasm. 

When twins are born to great materia! fortune, as Willy 
and Wally were born, they dilate certain possibilities. It is 
not unique to see the individual chappy burning his candle at 
both ends; but when twins do it and keep step, the spectacle 
has a novelty that nothing in vaudeville can parallel. Willy 
and Wally could hardly have kept more persistently in the. 
white lights had they belonged to a union and been subject to 
the rule of a primrose-path walking delegate. 

On this evening, when Milly and Molly expected to make 
some headway with these chaps, where were Willy and Wally? 
While Milly and Molly waited, the one at the piano with her 
sonata and the other peering into a strange volume with the 
idea of enlarging her literary index, Willy and Wally were 
with Lucretia and Ida, who resided in the neighborhood of 
what some persons call Bohemia. Lucretia and Ida, while they 
occasionally appeared on the stage as figurantes, happened to 
be out of an engagement. Aside from individual poses that 
seem inseparable from most young women of their sort, they 
were very entertaining creatures. 

Lucretia, in her earnest moments, professed sculpture. The 
girls lived together, and in their ‘‘salon,’’ as they called it, 
was an example of her work. It was a Bacchante illustrating 











adance that might have 
been ancient or medi- 
eval or might be mod- 
ern. It might be asso- 
ciated with the malady 
traced to St. Vitus or 
with the movement of a 
dancing dervish at his 
most active moment. 
Ida wrote poems, 





b.. PS “s which editors uniformly 

—_ Sf sent back; but young 
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cepted them without 
protest. These avocations were simply incidental. Lucretia 
and Ida could dance the tango and all its variations under 
other names with a unique abandon and supplement them with 
genre performances all their own. 
Should Willy and Wally escape the ubiquitous alienist, it is 
dollars to dumplings that they will prefer Lucretia and Ida to 
Milly and Molly, if they ever think of matrimony at all. 


The Range of the Market 


‘*Did your daughters marry well?’’ 

**Not exactly. One married a farmer, and another mar- 
ried an ultimate consumer; but the third may make up for 
all that.’’ 

**How so?”’ 

‘*She’s engaged to a middleman.’’ 


LOVE AT SECOND SIGHT 
Dorcas—You say the hero was disappointed in love ? 
Dorothy—Yes. He thought thaf after his marriage his father-in-law 
would support him. 





























Story-tellers 
By WALT MASON 
WE WEARY, wayworn fellers might from our woe be free, 
if all the story-tellers were cast into the sea—were cast 
into the ocean in some unsounded spot. I have a sort o’ notion 
that this would help a lot. 

For, oh, my soul is weary and driven out of joint by stories 
long and dreary that never had a point; by anecdotes debasing, 
by stories that were stale when Jonah went a-racing across 
seas in his whale; by stories bent and toothless, with whiskers 
to their knees, as sprung by jokers ruthless, who don’t know 
what will please. 

I hate the smiling duffer who backs me to the wall and tells 
me, while I suffer, ‘‘the yarn that beats them all.’’ He bub- 
bles o’er with laughter, he gurgles, and he chokes, he has a fit, 
and, after he’s sprung his bearded jokes, repeats the whole 
thing slowly, and then again with vim, while I have most 
unholy desires to slaughter him. ‘ 

And when I go forth walking, the jokers never fail to 
stand, my pathway blocking, all loaded with a tale; they sit on 
my verandy, when daily toil is o’er, and say, ‘‘I heard a dandy 
down at the corner store.’’ They peer into my winder, tell 
stories while I knit, and there’s no way to hinder the crimes 
that they commit. They drag me in the alley, they follow me 

to church, and with their sprightly sally they knock me off 

my perch. 

The grocer has a story he’s suffering to spring; the 
lawyer’s in his glory, relating some old thing; the teacher 
has another that’s crippled in the knees; the doctor and his 
brother are harboring a wheeze. The dentist, as he bur- 
gles my jaw, adds to my woes; he chortles and he gur- 
gles o’er some old yarn he knows. The jesters go on 
jesting and sound their merry note, and, spite of my pro- 
testing, they all make me the goat. 

And so I have a notion there’d be less grief and groan, 
if in the wild, wet ocean some funny folks were thrown. 


The Charitable Williams 


At the funeral services of an elderly darky, of Rich- 
mond, Va., the following colloquy was overheard between 
two aged negroes: 

‘‘There ain’t no use in talkin’,’’ said Mose Barker; 
‘‘Dick Williams, he was the most charitablest man dis 
town ever seen.”’ 

**I reckon dat’s so,’’ said the darky to whom Mr. Barker 
imparted this information. And he paused as if waiting 
for evidence on this point. 

**Yessuh,’’ continued Mr. Barker, ‘‘Dick Williams, 
he always owned a plug hat, and durin’ my time I ain't 
never heerd that Dick ever refused to lend dat hat to any- 
body.’’ 


Well Fixed 


Howlitt—Has she any visible means of support? 
Fowlitt—Has she! Say, did you ever see her in one of 
those slit skirts?’’ 


—=7-=— 























Pigs 


oA, 
melt f 





| BAS RRNKERHORF AAG 


\ - 
\ 3 

\ _<* 

\ 




















\ 


THE LATEST FASHION JOURNAL 


The Parables of Pifflicus 
Of the Patriot Who Sought a Public Job 


OW IT so befell that during the reign 
of Wood-Row a certain man was 
siezed with a great yearning to serve the 
= multitude by holding 

= down a Public Job. 
S So he said unto him- 


/ self, I will sit at the feet 


\\ 


of the scribes and be- 
come learned in the laws, 
that I may thus insure 
myself a place even 
among those in authority. 

And after many months 
he set forth unto the 
temple of the law and took the examina- 
tion for the Civil Service. 

And he was not fsund wanting in wis- 
dom, and passed the same, even with 
great honour. 

But though he tarried many years 
through the springtime and the harvest, 
and sought without ceasing, the Job came 
not, and he was weary within himself 
and sore distressed withal. 

And one who knew him was moved to 
sore compassion and spake unto him, say- 
ing, 

Thou art a worthy man, and entitled 
toa Fat Job. Get thee unto the gover- 
nor and tell him thy desires. 





And he betook himself unto the gov- 
ernor. 

But the governor laughed with exceed- 
ing mirth, saying, 

_ I know thee not. 
done for the Party? 

Whereupon one who knew the game 
condoled with him, saying, Thou art a 
fool. Thou hadst saved thyself much 
sorrow if thou 
hadst Seen the 
Boss. even in 
the beginning. 

And he went 
unto the Boss. 
And the Boss 
spake unto him 
thus: 

Give me ten 
talents for the 
Slush Fund and 
humpthyself to 
elect one called 
Mike Murphy 
in the Eighth 


What hast thou ever 








after that the ticket was elected, and 
he that was Boss was faithful unto his 
vow, and gave him a Place even at his 
righ hand. 

And he that had long sought sorrowing 
said within himself, 

Verily, much learning is well, but he 
that would land a Public Job must first De- 
liver the Goods. Selah.—w. Kee Maxwell. 
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even as he bade 
him. 
And behold, 
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AFFRONTED 
Motor expert—The noise in the engine that you complain of is caused by spark- 
ing too fast. Miss Riverside—The idea |! 











JUDGE'S 


RIP VAN 
WINKLE 


A NEW 
te VERSION & 








TIRED OUT, HE 
TAKES A REST 
AND MEETS SOME 
STRANGE CHAPS 


DRINKING PARTY 
AND SOME 
FOUL PLAY 
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PICTURES 








THE NEXT DAY 
RIP GOES 
HUNTING 





























ACCUMULATED 
DIFFICULTIES 
AND A PLEASING 
o DISCOVERY » 





Rip Van Winkle: Showing What May Happen in Twenty Years 


How the Children Make Their Own Movies 


THE INGENUITY of a little daughter of D. Knickerbocker 

Boyd, an architect of Philadelphia, has opened to other 
children a novel and vastly entertaining way to enhance the 
pleasure which JupGr’s Motion Pictures give. Little Miss 
Boyd conceived the idea of cutting out these pictures, pasting 
them in strips like the films of regular motion pictures, wind- 
ing them continuously on little spools, and running them 
through a pasteboard display box for the repeated pleasure of 


herself and her playmates. ‘This ‘‘invention ’ has spread, un- 
til most of the children in iittle Miss Boyd’s neighborhood— 
her father writes JupDGE—have ‘‘shows’’ of their own, made 
from JupGe’s weekly Motion Picture. This ingenious little 
girl now uses a wooden box, arranged with a stage floor, a 
sliding compartment for storage of ‘‘films,’’ a drop curtain on 
which is painted, ‘*One Moment, Please, To Change Films,’’ and 
on JuDGE’s weekly arrival regularly has a new ‘‘show.’”’ 



































Sc hem 


By WILLIAM A, McGARRY 


T# TAP of the count’s walking stick 
on the floor apprised the millionaire 
of his arrival. 

“] sent for you, young man,’’ he said, 
“to inform you that under no conditions 
will I consent to a union between your- 
self and my daughter. I am irrevocably 
opposed to American girls going abroad 
for their husbands when there are mil- 
lions of better men in this country.”’ 

“T agree with you,’’ began the count, 
helping himself to a seat and a cigar 
from the box on the desk. ‘‘If all 
parents—’’ 

“That’s the idea; take it like a man,”’ 
said the millionaire, whisking the cigar 
pox out of sight. ‘‘I was afraid—’’ 

“As I was saying,’’ continued the 
count, imperturably, ‘‘If all American 
parents thought as you do my life would 
be happier. I am glad to meet a man 
with whom I may discuss a delicate ques- 
tion in a practical way.”’ 

“TI was afraid,’’ the millionaire said, 
“that you might attempt to dissuade me 
from the stand I have taken. Now we 
understand each other, it is up to you to 
correct the newspaper rumors of an en- 
gagement.’’ 

“Quite right,’’ agreed the count; ‘‘but 
I have anticipated you. I have already 
informed the papers positively that [ am 
engaged to your daughter. She has veri- 
fied the statement. Now to’’ 

“You have what?’’ roared the million- 
aire, rising to his feet. 

The count distinctly and calmly re- 
peated. 

“You sycophantic parasite,’’ howled 
the millionaire, ‘‘didn’t I tell you I would 
never permit my daughter to wed you? 
You knock-kneed specimen of inanity! 
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Get out, sir, before I’’— 
He sank back into his 
chair and called weakly 
for water. The count 
got it for him. 

‘‘I have no desire to 
marry your daughter, 
my dear sir,’’ he contin- 
ued. ‘‘She is a most 
estimable girl, but I do 
not love her, and I may 
say that she entertains 
no tender feelings to- 
ward me. We under- 
stand each other."’ 

The millionaire tried 
to speak, but only gur- 
gled. 

‘*And, therefore, we 
have announced our en- 
gagement. In due time 
your daughter will an- 
nounce that she has 
jilted me. She will by 
that time have gained a 
position in society 
which she covets and 
to which my name as 
her fiance will open the 
way for her speedily.’’ 

“I do not under- 
stand,’’ faltered the girl’s father. 

“It is quite plain,’’ said the count. 
‘*My creditors will be content when they 
hear of the engagement. When your 
daughter is recognized socially, she will 
call it off and you will pay me the sum of 
one hundred thousand ‘dollars for services 
rendered. I have had my lawyer draw 
up an agreement to this effect. Sign 
here, please.’’ 

The millionaire gazed at the document 





PICTURE 





Guest—Is this cold storage chicken ? 





























SUPERSEDED 


Waiter—No, sir; parcel post, 


thrust into his hands with blinking eyes. 
He skimmed through it rapidly, glared at 
the count and seized a pen. 

‘“‘But if I agree,’’ he growled suspi- 
ciously, ‘‘what guarantee have I that you 
will not insist upon the wedding?’’ 

‘“‘My dear sir,’’ said the count, ‘‘! 
would not marry your daughter. I would 
have to spend the balance of my life im- 
portuning her for pocket money. I would 
lose my present freedom. I’’ 

But the millionaire had signed. 

Fifteen minutes later the doctor was 
summoned to the millionaire’s office. He 
found that individual unconscious and 
upon his desk a telegram reading: 

‘“‘We’ve just been married. Papa, 
you’re a dear! Ethel.’’ 


The New Office Boy 


He tries and tries and tries again 

And tries and tries with might and main 
And tries and tries, the little man, 

To do as little as he can. 





Straight Up 


‘‘They say he’s a fine, upstanding 
fellow.’’ 

‘‘Every bar within a radius of a mile 
of here knows it!’’ 
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FISHERMAN‘’S LUCK 








No fish, bait all gone, motor dead, and towed by a tub. All singing, “ We Won't Be Home Till Morning.” 


Poetic Injustice 


A POET sat by reedy ponds 
And dreamed fair dreams of stocks 
and bonds. 
He sang so wistfully and well, 
He found, at last, his songs would sell. 
Alas! he sits mid stocks and bonds, 
But all his dreams are reedy ponds! 


—James P. Haverson 


A real New Yorker is so seldom seen 
that by some he is regarded as a myth. 


Not from Father 


Son—Pa, what does the teacher mean 
by saying I must have inherited my 
temper? 

Father—It means, son, that you are 
your mother’s own boy. 


Honesty 


**What have you to say for yourself?’’ 
asked the police justice of the hard-look- 
ing customer who had been arrested for 
stealinganumbrella. ‘‘Are 
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you guilty or not guilty?”’ 
“I’m one o’ the guilty 
ones, y’r honor, I reckon,’’ 
answered the prisoner. 
‘*The umbrella has the name 
o’ G. Wulff on the handle, 
W. J. Connelly stamped on 
the inside o’ the cover, an’ 
I stole it from a man named 


Smith.’’ 
Oh, You Men! 
When comes a homely wom- 
an, man 


Resists the strongest plea; 
But comes one comely ask- 
ing aught, 
He’s all urbanity. 
—Theodore W. Nevin. 


Egotism 
An egotist is one who 








THIS WONDERFUL LANGUAGE. 


Do you believe that clothes make the man ? 
Well, a good suit has made many a lawyer. 


Harry 
Barry 


thinks he knows just as 
much as you do, and doesn’t 
deny it. 


Opposites 


H's wife, she likes to go to church; 
He likes to stay at home. 
And so, in this, they’re far apart 
As Boston town from Nome. 
She likes to call upon her folks 
Each Sunday afternoon; 
He doesn’t like her folks at all— 
A rift in love’s sweet tune. 


She likes to dance or shuffle cards; 
He likes to read the news. 

She revels in the latest songs, 
But he cannot enthuse. 

He likes to fish and hunt and swim; 
She thinks it folly, quite. 

She scolds because his office keeps 
Him now and then a night. 


He craves for fish upon the board; 
At fish she makes a face. 

He likes to smoke; she will not have 
A pipe around the place. 

He likes to rest; she likes to ‘‘go,”’ 
And, too, their likes are strong. 

And friends and neighbors wonder why 
They do not get along!—Joe Cone. 


More Serious 


‘‘We’ve been robbed!’’ announced the 
senior member of the West Side meat 
market. 

‘Every cent in the cash register gone, 
I suppose,’’ his partner said. 

**It’s worse than that! A side of bacon 
has been stolen!”’ 


‘‘ Aren’t his musical tastes rather low?”’ 


‘*Yes; he has always got his ear to the 
ground !”’ 
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Curbside 


With bugles and with banners, the suffrage cohorts go, 

And I, a watcher on the curb, look out for weal or woe, 

And note what word the gaping world in passing may bestow. 
Cooks 


THEY say the greatest chefs are men, 
Lords of the roasts and stews, 
Who, like high artists, nobly plan 
Great culinary brews. 
Before their fame, poor woman’s name 
As cook has grown wan, weak and tame. 


But if the male cook greatest shines, 
Alas! why do we tire 

So soon of all his high-spiced art, 
Born of creative fire? 

And why doth Indigestion gaunt 

His devotees relentless haunt? 


Can it be true that woman’s skill 
By Nature’s stamped the best? 
That she’s our kitchen artist still, 
When put to final test, 
Since she quite simply, without harms, 
The body builds, the palate charms? 


Heroine Worship 

ITH the return of Mrs. Carrie Chap- 
man Catt to America, thousands of 
women, not only in New York City, but 
throughout the United States, will suffer 
anew the delicious pangs of heroine wor- 
ship. For of all the suffrage leaders of 
the world, none is more beloved than this 
well-rounded woman, with her strong in- 
tellect and affectionate heart. This 
tendency to place women rather than 
men on pedestals is one of the most rep- 
rehensible tendencies of the modern club- 
woman. And the women thus worshiped 
are not the poetic creatures who languish 
in seclusion with folded hands, but those 
who really do things out in the big, cha- 
otic world. Besides being president of 
the. International Woman Suffrage Alli- 
ance, Mrs. Ca’’ is a lecturer of note, a 
splendid organizer and the founder of the 
Woman Suffrage Party, a little club of 
one hundred thousand souls, who know no 
better than to be incessantly active on 

the job of getting the ballot for women. 


Comparisons 

LADY COOK tells us that in London, 

in one month, sixty-six children were 
murdered by their mothers, while in New 
York, during that time, there was only 
one such case. She commends the Amer- 
ican woman for devoting much time to 
the rearing of her offspring, while the 


By OREOLA W. HASKELL 


average French woman is turning her 
charges over to a nurse, and the English 
woman is blithely packing hers off to 
school. Such praise is very reprehensi- 
ble. For may it not account for the fact 
that thousands of American mothers are 
now striving for a power that will help 
them to control conditions that affect 
their children outside as well as inside 
the home? The foolish creatures may 
feel that having done the domestic half 
of the child-rearing job well constitutes 
a reason why they would be able to man- 
age the political part of it satisfactorily. 


Cloudy 
GINCE Dr. Wiley sagely said, in a gen- 
erous suffrage spasm, 
The sexes come from the ‘‘same sploit of 
monitious bioplasm,’’ 
The antis will be sad at heart, the suffra- 
gists elate, 
But both will burn the midnight oil in 
the hope to elucidate. 


California Cranks 

THE California Civic League has now 

thirty centers and is conducting a 
university course in citizenship for the 
enfranchised women who join. Here we 
see a trace of the female culture crank 
quite prevalent in the woman’s club. 
She has a sad desire to study. This may 
be well enough when the subject is an- 
cient art or modern modes, but for poli- 
tics that the average male voter acquires 
by instinct it is a foolish thing, and only 
shows woman’s inferiority, since she 
must prepare for what man grasps in his 
leisure minutes. 


The Eternal Schoolma’am 
A TRAINING school for suffrage work- 
ers has been opened in New York 
City, where instruction in such frivolous 
things as the constitutional and political 
history of nation and state, the history 
of woman suffrage, parliamentary prac- 
tice, organization, money raising, press 
work, voice culture, public speaking and 
suffrage arguments may be obtained. 
Here we observe the eternal schoolma’am 
at work, with her pedagogic impulses 
unchecked. All this when the ladies 
might lead such beautiful and blissful 

lives dawdling over fancy work. 





Comments 


A Threat 

AFTER sending two envoys to the 

United States on two occasions, to 
study woman suffrage in the unfortunate 
Western States where theory has become 
fact, the Belgian government, in order to 
silence the cry of recently enfranchised 
workingmen of ‘‘One man, one vote!’’ 
threatens to make women voters. Here 
is another proof for the antis that the 
results of political liberty for women ap- 
pall the investigator and send him away 
resolved to protect his country from the 
scourge at any cost. 


What They Celebrated 

QUITE unconscious, poor things! of 

the fact that suffrage is only a fad 
and that it is rapidly dying out all over 
the world, the members of the Interna- 
tional Woman Suffrage Alliance, during 
its last session, seemed to think they had 
some things to make them happy. They 
rejoiced quite innocently and openly over 
the removal of property qualification for 
voting in Norway, over universal suffrage 
in five more States in America and in the 
Territory of Alaska, and over the election 
of a woman to a seat in the Bohemian 
Diet. If these are evidences of death, 
the cause must be expiring in convulsions. 


We Know Our Place 


By JANE BURR 
W HEN equal suffrage comes, does man- 
kind fear 
A sort of revolutionary battle? 
Why, every woman loves a woman’s sphere 
As every baby loves its jingly rattle. 


We only ask the chance to work away 
For souls and hearts and wretched lit- 
tle bodies. 
You’re financiers—the new regime will 
pay— 
Just think it over when you sip your 
toddies. 


We have not done your job—we never 
shall; 
We have no great desire to wear the 
breeches. 
We cannot build a Panama Canal, 
But we can love you while you dig the 
ditches. 


Mrs. Pankhurst’s offences being of a 
political nature will not prevent her from 
entering this country if she so desires. 











WITH FOREIGN FUNMAKERS 








A Change of ’Air 


Diner—Look, waiter! There’s a gray 
hair in this soup! 

Waiter — Ah, m’sieur is like me! 
M’sieur regret also ze leetle blond cook 
who is gone.—Sketch (London). 


Why He Was Rewarded 


Guest—Out of this sum give each of 
the waiters ten sous and Henri five francs. 
) Head porter—But Henri has just now 
! entered ouremployment. He has not yet 
served you. 
Guest—And, therefore he is the only one 
who hasn’t annoyed me.—Heitere Welt. 











i| Egotism Rebuked 
Kadett—Keliner, kann ich hier telephonieren ? 
Waiter—Jaa, miissen S’ halt was unterleg'n. 
Cadet—Can I telephone here, waiter? 
Waiter—Yes; but you must put some- 
thing under you.—Meggendorfer Blaetter 
(Munich). 





On the Wall 


“ Je ne suis par content: vous nous aviez éerit que 
la vue était superbe.”” 

a ben, qu’est-ce qu'il vous faut? Y al’panorama 
de Paris!” 

**T am not at all satisfied. You wrote 
us that the view was superb!’’ 

**Well, what do you want? There is 
the view of Paris!’’—Le Rire (Paris) 














Very Simple 

“Ich wundere mich, meine Gniidigste, warum Sie 
gerade Ihren besten Freundinnen so viel schiechtes 
nachreden !"” 

“ Nattirlicherweies — die kenne ich doch am 
besten !"’ 

**My dear, I wonder why you say such 
wicked things of your very best friends.”’ 

‘‘Naturally. I know them best.’’— 
Fliegende Blaetter (Munich). 


oe 




















Newly Weds 

“Der Salat schmect’t ja furchtbar, hast Du ihn 
denn nicht gewaschen ?”’ 

“ Uber doch, Mannchen, sogar mit Seife !”” 

**‘The salad tastes awful! Didn’t you 
wash it?’’ 

‘Of course, hubby—with soap even!”’ 
—Jugend (Munich). 





A Certainty 


“ Aufregend, das Rennen heute! Was, Frau Ella?” 

Nicht die Spur. Den Favorit hat mein Mann, die 

Outsiders meine Freunde. Das neue Kleid krieg’ ich 
also auf jeden Fall.” 

“Exciting races to-day, aren’t they, 
Mrs. Ella?’’ 

‘*Not a bit. My husband bets on the 
favorite and my friends on the outsiders, 
So I'll get the new dress, anyway.’’— 
Lustige Blaetter (Berlin). 














An Ultimatum 


** ¥ como te va con tu nueva patrona?” 

** Chico, muy mal; ayer tuvimos unas palabras, y si 
no depone su actitud, me tendré que marchar esta 
noche.”’ 

** Qué te dijo?” * 

“Que si no la pagaba hoy me ponia en la calle. 

‘‘And how do you get on with your new 
landlady ?’’ 

“Badly, old boy! Yesterday we had 
some words, and if she does not change 
her position, I shall have to leave to- 
night.”’ 

‘‘What did she say to you?”’ 

“That if I did not pay to-day, she 
would put me on the street.’’—Blanco y 
Negro (Madrid). 
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The Beer of Quality 


BlueRibbon 





































in Cook’s 
isadouble A 
compliment— 
it is the best tothe best. What 
has a daintier, lighter palate 
touch than a bright, delicious 
glass of 


FeoKS 


Extra Dry 
ante 


Champa 


It sparkles on the tongue as well as in 
the glass—fragrant with the bouquet of 
the finest grapes—distinctively 
exquisite of flavor. 



















The difference between the cost 
of Cook’s and the cost of foreign 
made champagnes is represented 
by the dafy on the imported 
wines. Cook’s for all occasions. 


Sold Everywhere 
and 
Served Everywhere 


American Wine Co. 


St. Louis, Mo. 12m 














ven DIGMONGS crac 


‘ou can easily own a Diamond or Watch. We send one on approv- 
al, express prepaid. If you like it pay one-fifth on delivery, balance 8 equal 
James Bergman monthly payments. Catalogue free. Write to-day. 

Est'd 1896. Dept Z.—87-89 Maiden Lane, New York. 


PEC TOPS 5 8 i f 
EXPRESS | 
TTT PREPAID | 
NO EXTRA CHARCE 
For Extreme Peg Tops 
Cut in the latest style. Made-to-your-individ 


ual measure. $2.75 and up. 
Fit, Workmanship and Wear GUARANTEED 


Agents Wanted 


A good live hustler in every town to take 
orders for our celebrated made-to-measure 
goths Samples of all the latest materials 


We Pay Big Money 
to our agents everywhere Turn your spare 
time into cash by taking orders for our stvlish 
ompes. Write to-day for beautiful FREE 
outfit. 


THE PROCRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. 1619, Chicago 



































Twitterings 


A New Poet of Children 
Quoted by the Spectator from De la Mare’s 
“Peacock Pie.” 

THE BEES’ SONG 

Thouzandz of thornz there be 
On the rozez where gozez 
The Zebra of Zee; 
Sleek, striped and hairy, 
The steed of the fairy 
Princess of Zee. 


Heavy with blozzomz be 
The rozez that growzez 
In the thickets of Zee, 
Where grazez the Zebra, 
Marked Abracadeebra, 
Of the Princess of Zee. 


AT THE KEYHOLE 


**Grill me some bones,’’ said the cobbler. 
**T sat at my tic-tac-to, 

And a footstep came to my door and 

stopped, 

And a hand groped to and fro; 

And I peered up over my boot and last, 
And my feet went cold as stones. 

I saw an eye at the keyhole, Susie! 
Grill me some bones!”’ 





SONG OF THE MAD PRINCE 


Who said, ‘‘Peacock Pie’’? 
The old King to the sparrow. 
Who said, ‘‘Crops are ripe’’? 
Rust to the harrow. . 
Who said, ‘‘ Where sleeps she now? 
Where rests she now her head, 
Bathed in eve’s loveliness?’’ 
That’s what I said. 


Who said, ‘‘ Ay, mum’s the word’’? 
Sexton to. willow. 

Who said, ‘‘Green dusk for dreams, 
Moss for a pillow’’? 

Who said, ‘‘All Time’s delight 
Hath she for narrow bed; 

Life’s troubled bubble broken’’? 
That’s what I said. 


Young Philosophers 
Children are always the same. Here 
are a few stories of juveniles taken from 
magazines and newspapers of twenty-five 
years ago: 


A sick man, who noticed his little 
daughter looking eagerly at some fruit at 
his bedside, said to her, ‘‘ You would not 
take them away from your sick papa, 
would you?”’ 

She replied hesitatingly, ‘‘No, I would 
not,’’ then colored up and ingenuously 
added, ‘‘but, papa, I tell a story when I 
say so.”” , 

He gave her the fruit.—Pittsburgh 
Dispatch. 

‘Don’t you know, Emily, that it is not 
proper for you to turn around and look 
after a gentleman?’”’ 

‘*But, mamma, I was only looking to 
see if he was looking to see if I was 
looking.’’—Fliegende Blaetter. 


**The Quaker’’ was the subject of an 
essay, the essayist being a moderate-sized 
boy. Omitting all such references to 
George Fox or William Penn as are cus- 
tomary in essays on Quakers, this essay- 
ist just plunged into the thick of his sub- 
ject by saying that the Quakers never 
quarrel, never get into a fight, never 





claw each other and never ‘‘jaw back’ 
4 ck.” 

He added, ‘‘Pa is a Quaker, but I don’t 

think ma is.’’—Philadelphia Times. 


Mother (to New York cherub who had 
experienced for the first time the joys of 
a New England ‘‘boiled’’ dinner)—Elsie 
tell us what did your Aunt Martha give 
you to eat? 

Elsie (emphatically )— Swill! — Boston 
Commonwealth. 


There is a little girl in New York 
whose commercial interests are so preco- 
cious that she rents furnished rooms in 
her doll’s house to her sisters for a fixed 
number of caramels each week.—Jewish 
Messenger. 


A noted Sunday-school worker, living 
in Kansas, was once asked to talk to the 
children of a Sunday school on the sub- 
ject of temperance. He is very earnest 
in the cause and wears a bit of blue rib- 
bon as a badge of his principles. Rising 
before the school, he pointed to his bit 
of blue ribbon and said, ‘‘Now, can any 
of you children give me a reason why | 
am not a drunkard?’”’ 

There was no reply for a moment; then 
a childish little voice in the rear of the 
room piped out, ‘‘’Cause this is a prohi- 
bition town.’’— Youth’s Companion. 


**Can you tell me what the Golden Rule . 
is?’’ asked the Sunday-school teacher. 

‘*Yes’m,’’ promptly replied the jewel- 
er’s offspring. ‘‘It’s twenty-four grains 
make one pennyweight, twenty penny- 
weights one ounce, twelve ounces one 
pound.’’—Jewelers’ Weekly. 


More Horse Sense—Lady— You ought to 
be ashamed of yourself to put sucha tight 
checkrein on your horse! 

Teamster—Oh, he doesn’t mind th’ 
checkrein, mum; but he’d kick like a 
steer if I’d put corsets on ’im.—New 
York Weekly. 


My Conscience 


Sometimes my Conscience says, says he, 

**Don’t you know me?’’ 

And I, says I, skeered through and 
through, 

‘‘Of course I do. 

You air a nice chap ever’ way, 

I’m here to say! 

You make me cry, you make me pray, 

And all them good things thataway— 

That is, at night. Where do you stay 

Durin’ the day?’’ 


And then my Conscience says, onct more, 
‘*You know me—shore?’’ 

**Oh, yes,’’ says I, a-trimblin’ faint. 
**You’re jes’ a saint! 

Your ways is all so holy-right, 

I love you better ever’ night 

You come around—’tel plum daylight, 
When you air out o’ sight!’’ 


And then my Conscience sort o’ grits 

His teeth and spits 

On his two hands and grabs, of course, 

Some old remorse, 

And beats me with the big butt end 

O’ that thing—’tel my clostest friend 

’Ud hardly know me. ‘‘Now,’’ says he, 

**Be keerful as you’d orto be 

And allus think o’ me!’’ : 
—James Whitcomb Riley, in Century. 
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(c) LESLIE-JUDGE Co. 


“A CHICKEN SAND-WITCH” 
By T. V. Kelly 

In Color, 9x 12. Double mounted 

| on Heavy White Mat, 11 x 14 


Twenty-five Cents 


“A Chicken Sand-witch” | 


—sweet enough to eat. On our 

menu she is listed at 25c., so 

send your quarter right away 

and we'll serve you immediately, 

while the "chicken" 
| here. She will make a mighty 
attractive addition to your living 
| room or den. 


| Send Today or You'll 
Be Sorry 


The Judge Art Print Catalog, containing 
62 reproductions in Miniature, beautifully 
printed in sepia on India tint paper, will be 
sent to you for 10c. It shows many pic- 
tures which will appeal to you. 


season is 


| 


_ Leslie-Judge Co. 
225 Fifth Avenue 
New York 








SALESMEN making small towns. Whole-time or side- 
line, should carry our fast-selling pocket 
sideline. Special sales plan allowing return of unsold goods, 
Makes quick, easy sales. $4.00 commission on each order. 
SOMETHING ENTIRELY NEW. Write for outfit today. 
CANFIELD MFG. CO., 208 Sigel St., Chicago, Ml. 


HOTEL ARLINGTON 


18-20 WEST 25th STREET 
Just off Broadway and Madison Square 
NEW YORK 
Twelve-story fireproof building—handsomely furnished 


s—modern in all respects. In the centre of the 
shopping and theatrical sections. Booklet. 


RATES, $1.00 PER DAY UP 
E. W. AUSTIN, Mer. V. A. AUSTIN, Prop. 























Passing the Mustard 


Danger in Argument—‘‘ Don’t you think 
peace would be promoted if nations could 
be persuaded to talk things over deliber- 
ately before going to war?’’ 

“*Possibly; but sometimes the more 
you talk things over, the more you find 
to fight about. ’’— Washington. Star. 


Business—‘‘You run your automobile 
very fast through the streets,’’ said the 
friend to the doctor. 

**Yes,’’ replied the man of pills and 
bills; ‘‘I’m always in a hurry to get 
there; and, besides, when times are a 
little dull, I can pick up a few cases on 
the way.’’—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


The Mystery Revealed—Little Ethel— 
I know why it isn’t safe to count your 
chickens before they’re hatched. 

Mother—Why, dear? 

Little Ethel—Coz sum of ’em might be 
ducks. —Ohio State Journal. 


Caught—‘‘In all my life,’’ she said, 
with a sigh, ‘‘I have seen only one man 
that I would care to marry.”’ 

*‘Did he look like me?”’ he carelessly 
asked. 

Then she flung herself into his arms 
and wanted to know what secret power 
men possess that enables them to tell 
when they are loved.—Chicago Record- 
Herald. 


Beyond Their Limit—Mrs. Weepurse— 
Wouldn’t it be fine, Harold, if some one 
would give us an automobile? 

Mr. Weepurse—What would we do if 
we’d burst a tire?— Youngstown Telegram. 


Rough on Cholly—Jack—So Kitty gave 
you a flat refusal? 

Cholly—Yes; she said she wouldn’t 
live in one or with one.-—Boston Tran- 
script. 


His Explanation—Boss (meeting clerk 
at ball game)—How is this, Perkins? 
You asked off to go to a funeral. 

Clerk—Yes, sir; that’s what it’s been 
for the home team.—Boston Transcript. 


Why—‘‘Maudie’s husband won’t let 
her wear a tight bathing suit.”’ 

‘““Wry not?’’ 

**He does not wish her to expose the 
family skeleton.’’—Brooklyn Life. 


Consideration —‘‘Would you marry a 
man who had no money?’’ 

‘*Well,’’ replied Miss Cayenne, ‘‘I 
should, out of consideration for him, 
think a long time before doing so.’’— 
Washington Star. 


Hear! Hear!— The Balkan War fur- 
nished the ideas for some of the latest 
styles in women’s dress. With this asa 
criterion, it is to be hoped the next war 
does not break out in Dahomey.—Elmira 
Advertiser. 





Sliced Oranges with a dash of Abbott’s Bitters are 
appetizing and healthful. Sample of bitters by mail, 
2% cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. (Apv.) 
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Power from within! Strength 


For You that ismore than mere musc- 


aumeumme ular strength —the otzen h 

f perfect health, abundant nerve force— now in 

your own A - through Vibration! Nine peopie out of 
every ten are only alive! Are you? Listen— 


All the Benefits of 
Life, Strength, Youth 


may be returned to you through Vibration. For Vibra- 
tion is Life itself. It will chase away the years like 
magic. Every nerve, every fibre in your whole body 
will fairly tingle with the force of your own awak 
power! Stagnation simply cannot exist, You are made 
over new from headtofoot. Your blood is sent Sumening 
along through every vein, artery and tiny capillary. A 
the poisonous matters in 
your system are w 
away. Your self-confi- 


dence — your self-respect Gr eat 
i hundred 








Three 
are increased a Aids to Health 
fold. With the White Cross Electric 


Special Offer for | ¥iri2 Winties ate 


get Saas Mi sere a <~ 
} b Ti and Galvanic Electricity. 
a Limited ime machine may also be connected 





: up with an ordinary rocker to 
Fora short time only we osake a perfect vibrating chair. 
are making a remarkable | No extra charge for this attach- 
Special Introductory | ment. The White Cross Elec- 
er on the White Cross tric Vibrator may be connected 

; : ra wit electric current in your 
Electric Vibrato Soa home, or will run y on 
regibottom pricesdirect | * cwm dry cells 

- om pr 


if you act at once. 
FREE BOOK Stecr = === 
pon andm 
it toustoday. Get our splendid big UNTO. 
FREE book telling youallaboutthe @ 476 
marvels of Vibration. Read what e no Zane *® 
scientists say about it. Post your- iL, 
self on what it will do for you. Chicago, 
Learn all about the White 
Cross Rloctsie, Vihester = tions on 
our limited offer. You . 
under no obligations at all @ paid, your free book on 
Yibroyion, fall persiculare 











Without any obliga 
tions on my part, please 
and pre- 


—all you need to doisto @ of 
send the coupon today — and your Special 60-Day Offer 
you can send a postal . 


card or a letter, but the 
pad will do just : 
as well. a 


LINDSTROM-SMITHCO. 
1100 S. Wabash Ave. a 
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Pears 


Pears’ Soap is not medicated: 
just good, pure soap. Contains 
no free alkali to injure the deli- 
cate texture of the skin. 

Matchless “for the 


plexion. 


com- 


Established in 1789 
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Around the old oak table the choice of 
sturdy pioneers always was smooth, mellow 


Old Overholt Rye 


“Same for 100 Years” 
Today this grand old whiskey holds 
pride of place because the honest 
quality and excellence enjoyed by 
our grandfathers always has been 
maintained since those early days.\§ 
Distilled and bottled in bond. 
A. OVERHOLT & CO. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 





10 Months to Pay Can OS 


factory -rebuilt Remi or aying 
See, test gne' use 


” ECE 


“MADE AT KEY WEST~ 
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TO REAL 
WHISKEY 





Get That Name 


in your mind—memorize 
it—say it every time you 
buy whiskey and you 
will always get the best. 


BERNHEIM DISTILLING CO. 
Louisville, Ky. y 




















With The Coflege W Wits 


A Cubist Verse 
*Twas nightfall, and the Pooperdink 
Was softly passing from his lair. 
Hestops. Hestarts. ‘‘A maid, I think!’’ 
’Twas a foolish nood upon a stair. 
—Dartmouth Jack o’ Lantern. 


Smart Kid—Kid—How old is that lamp, 
ma? 

Ma—Oh, about three years. 

Kid—Turn it down. It’s too young to 
smoke.— Pennsylvania Punch Bowl. 





What He Grew This Summer on the Farm 
—California Pelican. 


In the Domestic League—‘‘Jones has 
some baseball family.’’ 

**So?”’ 

**Sure! His wife is fly, friend daugh- 
ter’s there with the curves, his son bats, 
the baby bawls, and he has to steal home 
every night.’’—Cornell Widow. 


Overheard at the Poultry Show—‘‘ Why 
is a hen immortal ?’’ 

**Dunno. Why is she?’’ 

**Because her son never sets.’’—Ohio 
Sun-Dial. 


Wanted Publicity— Agnes—Can you 
keep a secret? 

Emma—Well, to be frank, dear—no, I 
can’t. 

Agnes—Then I’d better tell you that 
George and I are te be married next 
month.—Stanford Chaparral. 


Tact—‘‘ Of course these pies are not 
like the ones your mother used to make.”’ 

‘*Not a bit, dear. Poor mother never 
could make pies fit to eat.—Baltimore 
American. 





HOTEL IMPERIAL 


Broadway at Thirty-First and Thirty-Second Streets 
NEW YORK CITY 


VERLOOKING GREELEY 
SQUARE, one block from Penn- 
sylvania Station. The customary re- 
duction in rates will be given to guests 
who take rooms by the month, quarter 
or year. The Imperial offers all the 
refinements of a Fifth Avenue home, 
including excellent food, daintily 
served at reasonable prices. Restaurant 
charge accounts opened with responsi- 
ble patrons by arrangement with the 
manager. Rooms may be seen on ap- 
plication to the room clerk. 


Send for booklet and schedule of 


prices. 
ROBERT STAFFORD COPELAND TOWNSEND 
Proprietor Manager 


Tel. 6100 Madison Square 























a 
8-Page 7000 Sonpet 
Sent For a Postal! Answer this 


little ad and find the wonderful 15 to 50 per 
cent savings youcan make direct on all 


Home Furnishings ON CREDIT 


Sead pBariest “tong time payments, be = real yp in . a. 


HARTMA N “FURNITURE AND CARPET co. 


YOUNG MAN: YOU CAN’T WIN A BRIDE 
with a mere promise of a diamond ring. It’s up 
to you to get it. Send for catalog and open a 
charge account at Loftis Bros. & Co., Diamond 
Merchants, Dept. D-874, Chicago, III. (Adv.) 


Be An Artist. Make Money Drawing 


comic pictures. Let the world’s famous car- 
toonist, Eugene Zimmerman, spill a few 
ideas into your head. Get the Zim Book— 

it’s chuck full of valuable suggestions. Price 
$1.00, postpaid. Bound in 3-4 Mor. Satis- 
faction guaranteed. Money back if book 
returned within 10 days. Address: 

| ZIM BOOK, Room No. 1149, Brunswick Bldg., New York 























"weirs 


LOOK LIKE 
DIAMONDS 







VALLE G EMS 
Stand acid and fire diamond test. 
So hard they easily scratch a file and 
will cut glass. Brilliancy guaran- 
teed 25years. Moumtedin 14k solid gold 
diamond mountings. See them before pay: 
Will send you any style ring. pin or stud for 
xamination — all charges prepaid. No money‘in advance, 
oney refunded if not satisfactory. Write today for free catalog. 


WHITE VALLEY GEM CO., 773 Wulsin Bidg., 
willsend you all newspaper clippings 


ROMEIKE which may appear about you, aed 


| friends, or any subject on which you may want to be * 

| to date.”” Every newspaper and periodical of meena 
| in the United States and Europe is searched. Terms, 
| $5.00 for 100 notices. HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh 
Avenue, New York. 


HE: “WHY DON’T YOU LOVE ME 
Madge?’ She: “Impossible without a diamond 
ring to remind me of you. Loftis Bros. & Co., 
Dept. D-874, Chicago, Ill., advertise big bargains 

|on credit. Send for free catalog.”* (Adv. 











Press Cutting Bureau 





In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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SEX SARCASM 
About Women 

Here are a few jests culled from newspapers and magazines 
of a quarter of a century ago: 

It is said that every dog has his day, but the nights certainly 
belong to the cats.--Chicago News. 

There is not a high estimation of value placed upon the bride 
who is given away.—Ph iladelphia Call. 

In making Jove to a Boston girl, accept this pointer—beware 
of the shoulder blade. —Drake’s Magazine. 

There are two things a woman will always jump at—a con- 
clusion and a mouse.—Burlington Free Press. 

When a girl gets mad, rises from a fellow’s knee, but finally 
goes back again, that’s a relapse.—New York World. 

It is said that a woman has more honor thanaman. More 
clothes on’er, it means, probably.—Dansville Breeze. 

Age cannot wither, nor custom stale, 
Fair woman’s regard for the festive male. 
—Old Song. 

There is nothing a woman enjoys better than to stir up the 
dust in a room and let it settle again.—Detroit Free Press. 

The St. Louis lover calls his girl an angel, but the Chicago 
youth regards his fiancee merely as a feetish. Apologies by— 
Pittsburgh Chronicle- Telegraph. 

Mistress—Did you tell the lady I was out? 

Bivins—Yis, mum. 

Mistress—Did she seem to doubt it? 

Bivins—No, mum. She said she knew you wasn’t.—Tezxas 
Siftings. 

Servant—The mistress says, mum, that she is not at home. 
Who shall I say called? 

Caller—Say that a lady called who didn’t bring her name.— 
Epoch. 

Miss Travis—Doctor, my head troubles me dreadfully. It 
swims all the time. 

Doctor—My dear young lady, you read too many seaside 
novels. —Burlington Free Press. 


About Men 


It isn’t that women talk more than men; men do not have so 
much that is valuable to say.——-Chicago Tribune. 


A Michigan girl boasts that her lover can jump sixteen feet 
on a level. As this is leap year, the poor cuss was probably 
trying to get away.—St. Paul Pioneer Press. 

After the rider at an uptown riding school picked himself up 
fyom the tan bark, he remarked, ‘‘I thought I had improved. I 
find I have fallen off.’’—poch. 

“‘Yes,’’ remarked Mrs. Muldoon, as she washed-up the Pull- 
man car, to the porter, ‘‘your work is complementary to mine. 
I clean out the cars; you, you devil! you clean out the pas- 
sengers.’’—Lowell Citizen. 

He (shortly after marriage)—It is fearful hot in this room! 

She—I have just been burning up a lot of love letters I got 
before I was married. Perhaps that’s what makes it so warm. 
—Texas Siftings. 

_“I trust your late husband had something saved up for a 
rainy day,’’ said a sympathizing friend. 

“Indeed hethad!’’ replied the widow, with a fresh burst of 
tears. ‘‘He had seven or eight umbrellas. ’’—Providence Journal. 

Wife—John, the new maid told me that you tried to kiss her 
this morning. 

Husband—What! And I paid her a dollar to say nothing to 
you about it! Discharge her at once! Such a person is not to 
be trusted !—Jdea. 


_ “My dear,’* said the wealthy bride of an impecunious duke, 
what is this diamond tiara I see here on Streeter’s bill?’’ 

“Ah, ma chere! zat ees ze magnifique present I had ze hon- 
neur to geef you ze day of our marriage, ze evidence of my 
loaf.”"—New York Evening Sun. 

“You are a very large man,”’ said a tailor to a new congress- 
man, as he took his measure. 

“Think so, do you?’’ replied the M. C. 

“T certainly do.”’ 


F Well, you ought to see me when I’m at home.’’— Washing- 
ton Yritic. 





the books. Reservation can 








DID YOU 
EVER MAKE A SPEECH? 


Do you remember how hard it was to get Started ? “ 

Are you President of a Chamber of Commerce or any 
other important commercial body ? 

Are you at the head of a bank, corporation or a business, 
and accustomed to attending banquets, and sometimes do you 
preside ? 

Are you a professor of a college, teacher of a school, or } 
leader in any particular branch of work ? 

Are you a politician? Do you ever talk to your constit- 
uents ? 

If so, you will know how necessary it is to have the gift of 
good speaking and a knowledge of current events. 

Are you a member of any legislative body, or do you expect 
to be ? 

How important is it that you should be well informed on all 
subjects of political, historic and current interest. 

The orations of ex-Senator Chatincey M. Depew, the match- 
less orator of our times, cover a wide area—they are of big na- , 
tional importance, and will give you a real insight into national 
affairs and politics. Would you like all these orations for your 
reference library ? No encyclopedia would help you as much. 





.) @. V. BUCK 


CHAUNCEY M. DEPEW 


Mr. Depew has closely studied the careers of some of the most distinguished 


men of all time, and has set forth their careers in brilliant style in memorial and 


anniversary addresses. ‘This list comprises George Washington, Abraham Lincoln, 
U.S. Grant, James A. Garfield and many others. ¥ 
These books also contain the famous historical and ‘politicah addresses made. by 
Senator Depew as well as a number of college-and educational’ addresses Geliyered 
by him. 
Here is Your Opportunity 


These notable addresses have been gathered in book form. They are printed in ight 


splendid Octavo Volumes, illustrated with portraits of famous Americans from 
etchings. They were privately printed and not on publicsale. The books on hand, with 
the plates and copyrights have been purchased by the LESLIE-JUDGE COMPANY. It 


now makes a special offe-. 


First: the handsome expensive De Luxe Edition, bound in full Spanish leather, 


the first volume containing the ouegries of Senator. Depew, under his portrait. 


Only 58 sets remain. These will be offered, as long as they last, at $50 a set. 
for private distribution. It is not on sale at 


This is the edition that was pri 


book stores and when this edition is exhausted, copies can only be gotten from col- 
lectors at anv price the 
of Senator Depew’s speeches. 


liector may d d. Jt is the only autographed edition 





Second: the same eight volumes neatly bound in cloth, including all the illustra- 


tions, but not autographed, can be had for $16 a set. The edition is also limited. 


Orders for either edition will only be filled if they are received in time to supply 
e by wire. Cash must accompany orders. 
Circu ars of full information can be had by writing to 


LESLIE-JUDGE COMPANY 


225 Fifth Avenue, New York 





In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 











THE 
SMOOTHEST TOBACCO 


The man who smokes Velvet learns to feel 
the same loving attachment for his pipe 
that an old musician cherishes for a treas 
ured instrument that has given him man 

hours of pleasure. 


lO ¢ TI NS Be ocak Minder jer S 





